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ST Never Put All Your Goods in the Front Window They May 'Fade
The Blue Danube. This Day in --History. .

p5S7"lsg ViSfc D '"' THIS is the anniversary of the meeting, in 1620, pf thctSfHE Danube River, immortalized in story and spng, is House of Burgesses in Jamestown, Virginia. marlcinV
J 2,000 miles long and one of the most picturesque the first instance of a gathering of a' colonial legislature in
streams in the world. It flows through countries in which the new world. As the colonies grew, the legislatures
fifty-tw- o languages and dialects are spoken.' No other river played an important part in preserving the. liberties of the
jcan boast a record anything like this. iiLULi " people.

HE LOVE
5 A NEW SERIAL BY A FAMOUS AUTHOR'

I)avid Follows Desiree and Helen in
he Crowd and Further Increases

ffiRs Admiration
"rf

By Virginia Terhune Van de Water. "

fAfilhor of many novels and one
5 of short

CHAPTER XXXYII.
Jt-tXCU- SE me, my dear, for
tir bossing- - your chauffeur,

Helen Goddard said after
shhad given her excited directions
toJiDavld.
. fChese directions had not been

followed, however, until his em-

ployer's daughter had seconded
them by:

?ycs, Smith drive anywhere you
thtnk best. Only let us get there
assoon as possible." ,

Then Desiree had leaned back
and gazed straight ahead. She was
more agitated by the turmoil about
he than she would admit.

Jj"or the streets and avenues were
rapidly filling with people. All
wire excited numbers of them were
laughing; some of them were cry-
ing:

Desiree, I apologized to you just
now," Helen said.

2es!ree tried to smile, but her
lipa twitched nervously. "Oh did
ye?u? What did you say? Ah, yes
Tremember something about Smith,
wasn't it?"

T only asked your pardon for giv-
ing him an order."

That's all right, her companion
rejoined absent-mindedl- y.

JfTou see," Helen tried to explain.
"W is so different from a regular
chauffeur that I answered his sug-
gestion as to where we should go
Just as if he "had been a man I
really knew. I should think you
would forget that he is an employe.
He-h- as such lovely manners that he
is A real puzzle to me."

KDo not let him puzzle you too
much." Besiree advised dryly.
"Really, while Smith's manners are
good, he is hardly such a wonder
ay" your comments would seem to
indicate."

"She Scent a Mystery.
fJWell, I am sure there Is some-

thing mysterious about him," Helen
Gfajjdard declared. "I made up my
mfnd to.that some time ago. f won-
dered then if you had noticed it.'

"JNotJced what?"
TJh only that he has an air

about him." Helen replied.
,"ost people have an air of one

kind or another about them," was

Jdvice to the
Lovelorn

Wl By Beatrice Fairfax.

v Told a White Lie.
MAR MISS FAIRFAX:

About a year and a half ago I met
in' officer In the navy who had been
tosee me every time his ship docked

York. The last time he was
lrfTie Wanted to see me a certain
evening, but as I was going to a party
with another young- man I told him
I Jhxd another engagement for that
evening with my mother (a white
11?). We. parted the best of friends
a far aa I can remember.

Instead of his ship coming In at
Npw Tork as it usually does. It went

He has been in Boston for
a?eyt a week and a half and I have
net heard from him.po you think I ought to write to
hhn and find out the reason why he
his- - no't written to me? I like this
y6nng man very much and feel hurt
that I do not hear from him.

P. G. D.
Jjt will be quite proper for you to

write to the young officer a jolly
letier saying you were sorry his
ship 'did not dock In New York, as
us&al, and you will be glad to see
him. Personally I do not think the
wjjjte lie had anything to do with
big nonappearance, as he is prob-
ably in ignorance of your pecca-
dillo.

u. Question of Jealousy.
DkAR MISS FAIRFAX:

jThrougb. business I met a young
nsa and we became friends He ex-

tended -- numerous Invitations to me
wjjlch I accepted. Suddenly and with-
out "apparent reason there seemed to
bi a misunderstanding. It so hap-
pened that I had an opportunity, to
batter myself in business and accept-
ed1 it. --J had decided to try and
find the cause of the trouble, and
after a plain talk with hJm discov-
ered it to be Jealousy on his part.
After all explanations he said every-
thing was cleared up. But It seemed
tame that he was not yet convinced
he had no cause to be Jealous. Now,
Kiss Fairfax. I have learned to love
this man dearly. Is there any way
ofvCettlnC In touch with him without
cheapening myself In his eyes? He
hi my address, but I have never
heard from him. I will appreciate
iiy advice you may have to give.

G. C. F.
Apart from the assumption on

your part that nothing is the rqat-tera- nd

you are as good friends as
ever, it is difficult to offer a sug-
gestion. Young men frequently in-

dulge in fits of pique of this kind,
anj. one has to let these little tan-
trums wear themselves out before
getting back on the old friendly
footing. Aa he is evidently harbor-
ing some sort of grievance, I think
thai without loss of dignity you
miJTfht write him a letter and ask
him to come to see you.

. Is Young.
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX'

T. am eighteen and am going with a
effl About the same age. Her parents
want her to get married within the
next two years. As I am young and
making a reasonable living, is it proper
for me to get married in tbe next two
yegro? , M. R. IC.

(twenty seems very young for
aBoy to marry these days, par-
ticularly as the barest living ex-
penses have increased so trerngn-doJBsly- ,-

that it is doubtful if you
could make enough to support a
wfe.

,ou are only eighteen now, and
vorp .probably the type of girl who
Is now congenial would not in-

terest u when you are older.

GAMBLER

for the Former

of the country's best-know- n writers
stories.)

the non-commit- answer.
Then both girls lapsed into si-

lence Helen was chiding herself
for having discussed the chauffeur
with her friend. The romance she
had built up about Him as a person
with a mysterious past was all her
own. She had determined not to
mention her suspicions to her friend.
Not only did she shrink from
Besiree's ridicule, but if Smith was,
as Helen fondly hoped, "a reformed
somebody trying to keep straight"
it would not be kind to suggest
this to his employer.

Desiree's silence was due to the
fact that her heart was so full of

I the meaning of the signing of the
armistice that she scarcely dared
allow herself to speak. There was
a lump in her throat and a tugging
at her heart-string-s.

David DeLaine, on the front seat,
driving a rich man's car slowly
through crowded Nfew York streets,
was conscious of little except hia
own seething thoughts. Almost me-
chanically he piloted the big
limousine, regarding strictly the
traffic regulations.

All about him were laughing,
shouting, singing crowds. . But
above and beyond them he was
seeing another picture. He was
once more overseas, driving an am-
bulance with wounded men in it.
He heard again uie screech and
roar of bursting shells

N "Stop!"
A policeman's voice rang out,

"You can't drive a bit farther, my
man," the officer declared, "if you
want to get farther down you'd
better get out and walk."

Farther Order.
Desiree leaned forward. "He's

right. Smith," she said impulsively.
"Draw your car up on one of the
side streets and we'll walk the rest
of. the way."

When David had obeyed her or-
ders, she spoke again.

"Leave the rugs in the car and
lock the door. You will want to
see the crowd, too. We will go
down Fifth avenue on 'foot Miss
Goddard and I. You may go where
you please and meet us here
later."

"Thank you," he replied courte-
ously.

He still felt like one In a dream.
But through that dream he saw tnc

- dark eyes of the girl who was in
his charge.

"I will- - walk behind her and Miss
Goddard," he resolved. "It's too
rough a crowd for her to go about
alone."

When the pair in front of him
reached the avenue, he saw them
pause. The human stream flow-
ing tip and down the"" broad thor-
oughfare was almost appalling in
its strength.

A man whom Helen Goddard
knew addressed her.

"Come with me," he urged. "I
have a window here In a hotel and
my mother and sister will be there,
too." '

' Then, as Helen introduced him to
Desiree', he included her in his in-
vitation.

"Won't you come too. Miss Leigh--ion- ?:

Desiree shook her head. "No,
thank you!" she smiled at him.

"I prefer to be right among 'the
people this afternoon. Goodby!"

'With a nod, she went on down
the street, her slender body sway-
ed and pushed by the jostling
throng. She wad glad .to be among
them just now. Here she need not
talk. She could just think and be
thankful.

Yet once she stopped to speak.
It was when an elderly woman in
mourning, with a gold star on her
arm, passed her.

Desiree laid her hand on the
mother's arm. "You must feel con-
secrated," the girl murmured. "He,"
with a glance at the star, "helped
bring about this wonderful day."

"God bless you. dear!" trfe woman
whispered, her lips trembling.

Then the 3'oung woman and the
matron were swept apart by the
noisy crowd.

(To Be Continued.)

HINTS FOR THE
HOUSEHOLD

For grit in the eye apply a drop
or two of castor oil; it relieves, the
irritation.

Scraps of lace curtains can be
used to polish mirrors, and will be
found almost equal to chamois
leather.

To make mutton juicy and ten-
der, spread a little fat. over it and
dredge it with flour ten minutes be-

fore, putting it in the oven.

Unbleached calico makes splen-
did casement curtains for upper
windows. It only coats half as
much as casement cloth, but wears
quite as well.

To make flannelette
after washing and rinsing

the garments dip them into water
in which an ounce of
or alum has been dissolved.

" Mildew can be removed from kid
gloves by applying strong ammonia
inside just underneath the spots.
If the gloves are lined, it Is better
to hold them in strong fumes of
ammonia.

To prevent polished steel from
becoming rusty dip it in into or rub
it over with lime water or pow--

,'dered quicklime.

When boiling all fish except sal-
mon put a small quantity of vine-
gar into the water; this will
prevent the fish from falling to
pieces.

S

Oh, Yes! There's Something New Under theSun
These Parasols, for Instance, Reflect a Departure from the Staid h

Models of Other Summers
In Both France and England

there seems to be a disposition for
society to adopt the new and start-
ling. These photographs were
taken at fashionable gatherings,
and show the parasol in a new
guise as to shape and decoration.
The odd shape in the picture to
the right, vies with the unique
decorations in the one to the left
in a contest for originality.
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Puss in
By David Cory.

"Doodle, doodle, doo.
The Princess lost h?r btioe;
Her Highness hopped.
The fiddler stopped,
Xot knowing what to do.

was a pretty state of
HERE and if Puss Junior

found the little shoo,
I don't suppose Her Highness would
ever have danced again or the fid-

dler ever have played any more.
Well, Puss Junior bowed very low

as he handed the little, slipper o
the Princess, and then she caught
him up in her arms and commenced
dancing around while the fiddler
played until he broke one of hid
strings and had to top, and, per-
haps It was just as well, for Puss
Junior was all out of breath, :ind
the little Princess was as rosy as a
rose.

Then the King came in and said,
"Whom' have we here?

"Puss in Boots, Junior, your
Highness," answered our little trav-
eler, bowing very low. And the
King said, "I will make you a
Knight, my good Sir Cat. for you
have found my little daughter'j
slipper. You shall be 'The Knignt
of the Silver Slipper.' " This pleased
Puss tremendously, for ever ince
meeting Sir L.auncelot of the Lak?,
our little hero had longed to be a
Knight. And now at lust he was
one!

And aftor that a great hanquA
was spread and when this was over,
the King asked Puss to tell one of
his adventures

"I'm not much of a story teller."
began Puss Junior, curling his
whiskers as he tried to think (
something that would Interest lis
royal audience, "although I have
met with many an adventure In "my
travels.

"Once, when I was riding 6n my
good gray horse through a thick
woods, I was halted by a little
fairy, and thinking It a joke on the
part of my small highwayman I
laughed at his boldness. Where-
upon he blew on his born and Im-

mediately I vfas surrounded by
myriads of fairies, and before I
could escape. I and my good gray
horse were bound hand and foot.

'Tknow not what would have be-

come of me had not three woods-
men run to my rescue and cut the
cords. That night, on reaching an
inn, the ho.it told me that once be-

fore, many years ago, a traveler had

The
photograph

at the
left was
taken at

the Ascot
races.

That at
the right

at the
London
aerial
meet.

Boots Jr.
been held up in those same woods
by the fairies."

"Zounds!" exclaimed the King, "I
have heard of Robin Hood and his
merry men doing deeds of this kind,
but never have I heard, of fairies
who acted thus!"

Puss Junior grinned and curled
his whiskers again. "But there Is
more to my tale." he' said. "That
very night they stole my good gray
liorse from the Inn stable and it
took me a precious time before I
regained him.

"Had the innkeeper not lent me
his bicycle. I never would have
overtaken him; but all's well that
ends well," " and Puss rose and
bowed to his royal audience, who
cried "Long Live Puss In ' Boots,
Junior. Knight or the Royal Slip-
per!"

(Copyright, 1910, David Cory.)
To De Continued.

In the' Philippines. .

In 1917 the Philippine Islands ex-

perienced two typhoons, while one
hundred and fifty earthquakes were
reported from different parts. The
damage done was slight and the
casualties few. They were not so
fortunate in Formosa, where two
destructive typhoons were experi-
enced in July and August, and two
in Japan in October. The appear-
ance of the water hyacinth is re-

ported from several places In the
Philippines, and the Secretary of
Agriculture reports that, unless
legislation provides for its destruc-
tion wherever found, all still or
sluggish waters will soon be Im-

passable to raft or logs, and even
river steamers. The necessity for
increasing the Working establish-
ment in the forests of the Philip-
pines, if forest produce is to be pre-
served, is becoming an urgent ne-

cessity, and it is pointed out that
in Java. Japan and British India,
forest officers are employed to a
much larger extent than in the
Philippines.

Paint spilled on a doorstep is
most unsightly, and is often rather
difficult to remove. In thdt case
make a strong solution of potash
ami wash the step, leaving the so-

lution to soak in. In a short time
the paint will become soft and
be washed off with Soap and water.
Thon use cold water. Paint which
has been left on for some time will'yield to this treatment.

The Rhyming
Optimist

Aline Michaelis,
THE TEMPERAMENTAL GIRL

was a charming
MAISIE In her temperamental

way, for her mamma used
to teach her she was not of com-
mon clay. Malsie could not bear
the rabble and the proletariat,
though for hours she'd sit and
gabble to a monkey and a cat.
Maisie's soul 'was clad in henna;
leastways, so far Malsie said, arid

" she spoke to her duenna of an aura
'round her head. 'Certain colors
made her weary, and still others
made her faint. She was always
very puffy with the people who
Say "ain't." Maisie felt she had a
mission, and shp waited for the
call; maids of nasty disposition said
this was just a stall. First ,sho
thought she'd be a poet, but her
verse made folks quite sure it were
best for her to stow it,, or to take

.some sort of cure.. Painting' was
hpr next endeavor, cabbages and
kings and sich; she'd 'one draw-
back one cpuld never tell exactly
which was which. And while thus
sweet Maisie flitted all the mujes
she'd invoke. People said: "Is she
half-witte- d, or is this another
joke?" F.ut the time camcwhen her
mission faded sw'ftly from her view,
for she met a young magician whose
best stunt was how to woo. And
he also talked --of 'auras andof souls
in blue and pink. When he'd sniffle
of his sorrows, humdrum beaux
went on the blink. All was well
until he klsped her. then dear Mais'c
passed away. Purple spuls could
not assist her he ate garlic every
day.

Snails and the Weather.
Snails are said to be valuable

weather prophets. As long as they
arc to be seen jogging along in the
orthodox TOimper fine weather may
be confidently looked forward to.
If there Is rain In the atmosphere
the snails may be seen to seek shel-
ter up the stems of trees and
shrubs, under leaves, and. In fact,
anywhere so that they can be safe-
ly out of the wet. Only when all
immediate danger of a recurrence
of rain Is "over will they emerge
again.

Human Vitality.
According to experiments with

the dynamometer, a man is precise-
ly at his weakest when he turns
out of bed. His muscular force is
generally increased by breakfast,
but it attains to its highest point
after the midday meal. ' It then
sinks for a few hours, rises again
toward evening, 'but steadily de-

clines from night to morning. The
chief foes of muscular force are
the two extremes overwork and
Idleness.

To polish patent leather, rub
with the following mixture: One
part of linseed oil and two of cream.
Warm these and mix thoroughly
Then apply to the leather with
"flannel, and polish with a soft silk

When Milady
Stays in Town

milady stays in town
WHEN summer she will need

many little accessories ' to
brighten her warm days and keep
her mentally cool if not physically.
And who does not naturally turn to
hats for their great summer inspir-
ation? ' ''

This year there are such 'adorably
new ones being shown. And 'per-
haps' the most interesting- - part of
the new program is tbe fact that
they are so simple. Which, to
carry the idea further, means that
almost any handy girl can copy
some of the very smart new models
in one. evening at home. She .does
not have to be an artist, at the fin-
ishing touches this ye'ar. For lo!
fashion has swept the .decks of the
summer millinery clear of all trim-
ming. .

First, there is th.e little sports
hats to be worn with'the light linen
suit or week-en- d picnic or boat
trips. One particularly good-looki- ng

one was copied recently bby a
high school girl. And it didn't take
more than one week's allowance to
do it.

She chose first a smajl becoming
bucram shape; then a yard of white
taffeta, very .good quality, and cut
a bias strip abqut six inches wide
from the material. This, width, of
course, varied with the width of
the brim on the shape. "It must be
an inch oveV twice the width 'of
the brim of the bucram' shape.

Both edges of the bias strip: are
gathered separately and the silk
strings of the' stitches drawn evenly
all around. The back seam Is
stitched in fine, white silk with
very small stitches likewise. Then
the band is slipped onto the brim
and tacked . in place about the
lower edge of the crown.

Then another , bias strip is cut
the width of the aide crown and
seamed In the bapk with a bias
seam. A heavy, cord of white is
run through the' top casing on this
side bias strip, and when a tiny
circle of the white taffeta 13 placed
on the very top of the crown, the
corded edge is tacked in place,
firmly but very neatly all around.

Of course t)ie dainty girl will
want to line her summer hat. For
nothing shows up the work of an
amateur more than the lack of a
lining, with the glaring crude
stitches showing on the inside of
the crown.

Cut a bias strip of .white silk, or
fine- - white batiste and measure it
around the inner crown. Sew the
back beam bias and a narrow cas-

ing at the inner top. Through this
casing run a fine white silk ribbon
and tie it neatly in a small bow,
drawing the lining to the desired
snugness to fit the head.

Sometimes a narrow wreath of
fine silk flowers placed around the
outer crown detracts somewhat
from the "sporty" look of the simp-
ler hat and may be worn with more
fussy drefesea. But if your white
taffeta sports hat Is to be truly
worn with a sports costume, a plain
grosgraln i ibbon tied around the
crown with a tailored bow at front
or side, Is the Ideal trimming for
it.

i.

HEARTS OF THREE
By JACK L0HD0N.

Torres Informs Queen He Is the Man
Selected to Become Her

Husband
(Synopsis .of Preceding Chapters.)

Francis Morgan, descendant of Sir Hen-
ry Morgan. Historic buccaneer, decides to
pass up activities of city life for a while
and plans a fishing trip. To Thomas
Regan, stock operator, comes Alvares
Torres, a South American, who announces
he has a tip on the location of treasure
burled by Morgan in the old pirate days.
Regan has an Idea.

Young; Morgan sails for South America
in pursuit of the treasure. Upon landing
he encounters strange young woman who
appears to mistake him for some one else.
He Is fired upon by three natlres and
seeks safety aboard his vessel, tht
Angellqua.

Francis tearaa he and Henry, the mys
terious islander, are both descendants of
riraie Morgan.

Francis discovers his resemblance to
Henry was responsible for his peculiar
greeting upon first landing on South
American territory. Francis encounters
Torres again. Francis Is saved from death,
on gallows and Henry Is arrested in his
place. Leoncia finds her fancy ha stray-
ed from Henry to Francl. The two plot
to save Henry.

Francis, Geonlca. and Henry eluds their
enemies and go aboard Francis' vessel.
The Angellque is pursued down the coast.
Francis and his party riecideto go ashore
to elude their pursuers. They came upon
treasure. Francis and. his friends again
find themselves pursued and former bat-
tles with .foes to enable others to escape.

All members of the party, are captured.
Henry and Jeffe descendNlnto pit to play
a strange game. Francis finds custodian
of pirate treasure. They fall Into a trap.

did Priest's Chant fails to bring key to
fortune from Chla's ear. Francis decides
on exploration of pit. One of party falls
to death. Henry goes for help. The
friends are reunited In the Valley of Loot
Souls..' Torres is ordered to Imbibe of
the drink' of death. Help comes from the
sky.

They meet the Queen, who informs
the one of the' party must become her
husband.

About the. age of the keg there
could be rjo-- doubt, and Torres,
knowing that it had crossed the
Western Ocean twelve generations
before, felt his throat tickle with
desire to taste its contents. The
drink poured by the waiting
woman was a big one, yet was Tor-
res startled by the mildness of it.
But quickly th'e magic of four-centurles--

spirits began to
course through hia veins and aet
the maggots crawling in hjs brain.

The Queen bade him sit on the
edge of the diyan at her feet, w,h'ere
she could observe hfm. .and asked:

"You came unsummoned. - What
is it you have to tell me or eakof
mer .

Torres Boasts- - Little.
"I am he one selected," tie re-

plied, twisting hia mustache and
striving to look the, notieingness of
a male on loye adventure bent.

"Strange," she aajd. I saw not
your- - face In the "Mirror of 'the
World. There is some mistake,
ch?5 - '-- t . t"

-- 'A mistake" he acknowledged
readily, readtbg certain knowledge
in her eyes. - "It was. the drink.
There is magic in it that made me
speak the message of my hearty to
you, 1 want you o."

Again with laughing eyes, she
summoned 'the waiting woman and
had his pottery mug replenished

"A secoid mistake, perhaps will,
now result, eh?" she 'teased, when
he. had downed the drink. "No, O
Queen," he replied. "Kow, all- - is
clarity. Jfy true heart I can toas-
ter. Francis. Morgan. 'he- - who kiss-
ed your hand, is tpe man ' selected
to be your husband."

"It is true." she saldvsoIemnly.
"His was the face I' saw, and knew
from the first."- -

Thus encouraged, Torres con-
tinued.

"I am his friend, --his 'very. best
friend. You-- who know all' things,
know the custom of the marriage
dowry. He h'as sent me, his- - best
friend, to inquire -- into an
the ddwry of the-br.Id- You must
know that he js among the Trch- -'

est of men In his own country
where men are 'very rich."

So suddenly did she arise on the
divan that Torres cringed and half
shrank down, in his panic ex-
pectance of a' knife-blad- e between
his shoulders. Instead, the-que- en

walked swiftly, or, rather, glided,
to the doorway to .an Inner apart-
ment.

"Come!" she summoned Imperi-
ously.

Once inside, at the first glance
around. Torres" knew- - the room'for
what it was. her sleeping chamber.
But his eyes had little space for
such details. Lifting the lid of a
heavy chest of ironwood, brass-boun- d

she motioned him to look in.
He obeyed' and saw the amazement
of the world. The little maid had
spoke true. Like so much shelled
corn, the chest was filled with an
incalculable treasure of gems dia-
monds, rubles, emeralds, sapphires,
the most precious, the purest and
largest of their kinds.

"Thrust in your arms - to tbe
shoulders." she said., "and . make
surd that these baubles be real and
of the adamant of flint, rather, than
illusions and reflections of unreality
dreamed real in- - a dream. Thus may
you make certain report to yonr
very rich friend who is to marry
me."

And Torres, the madness of. the
ancient drink like fire in his brain,
did as he was told.

"These trifles of glass are such an
astonishment." she plagued. "Your
eyes are as If they were witnessing
great wonders."

"I never dreamed in all the world
there was such a treasure," he mut-
tered in his drunkenness.

"They are beyond price?"
"They are beyond price." .

"They are beyond the value of
valor, and love, and honor?"

"They are beyond all things.
They are a madness."

"Can a woman's or a man's true
love be purchased by them?"

"They can purchase all the
world."

"Come," the Queen said. ,"You
are a man. You have held women
In your arms. Will they purchase
women?

"Since- - the beginning of time
women have been bought and sold
for thorn, and for them women have
sold themselves."

"Will they buy me the heart of
your good friend Francis?"

For the first time Torres looked
at her, and nodded and muttered,
his eyes swimming with drink and
wild-eye- d with sight of such array

of gems. ,
"Will good Francis so vaJur

themr
Torres nodded speechlessly.
"Do all persons so value themT

She Scorns Gessv
Again he nodded emphatically.
She began to laugh In silvery de-

rision. Bending, at haphazard she
clutched a priceless handful of the
pretties,

"Come." she commanded, "X win
show you how I value them."

She led Mm across the room and
out on a platform that extended
around three sides of a space of
water, tae fourth side being the
perpendicular cliff. At the base of
the cliff the water formed a whirl-po- ol

that advertised the drainage
exit for the Jake which Torres had
heard the Morgans speculate about.

With another silvery tease of
laughter the Queen tossed the
handful of priceless sna into the
heart of the "whirlpool.

"Thus I value them," she said.
Torres' was aghast; and, for t

once, well nigh sobered by such
wantonness.

"And they never came back," she
laughed on. "Nothing ever comes
back. Look!"

She flung In a handful of flowers
that raced around and around the
whirl and quickly ducked down
from sight In the center of it.

"If nothing comes back, where
does-everythi- go?" Torres asked
thickly.

The Queen shrugged her should-
ers, - although, he knew that she
knew the secret of the vratera.

, "More tha"n one man has gone that
way" she said dreamily. "No' oae
of them- - has ever returned. My
mother went that way, after she
was dead. I was a girl then." She
roused. "But you, helmeted one,
go "now. Make report to your
master your friend, I mean. Tell
him what I propose for dowery.
And, if. he be half as --mad as you
know about the bits of glass, swift- - --

Iy will his arms surround me. 1

shall remain here jand In dreams
await hi coming. The play of -- the
water fascinates me."

Dismissed, Torres entered the
sleeping chamber, crept back to
steal a glimpse of the Queen.' and
saw-he-r sunk down on tile platform,
hand in .hand, and gazing, into to
whirlpool. Swiftly he made his way
to he chest, lifted the lid, and
stowed- - a handful into his trouserV
pocket, JSre he could, sccqp a sec-

ond handful, the xnocking. laughter
ofr the Queen was. at bis back--

Fear and rage mastered -- him to
such extent, .that he sprang .toward
her, and pursuing her oit upon the
platform, was otijy prevented from
seizing . her by the dagger she
threatened nlmwjth. ..

"Thief, sjie said quietly. "V?J.t8-outhon- or

are" you. And the way ef
all thieves In this' talley; ofidefth, I
sjiall summon- - my spearmen and
have you thrown into "the whirllng-water.- "

And 'his serenity'.gave Torres' cun-
ning. Glancfng- - apprehensively at
the water that threatened nlm, Jie
ejaculated a cry-o- f horror asif at
what strange thing he had seen,
sank down on one knee and burled
his convulsed faceof simulated fear
in his hands. The" queen looked side-wi- se

to see.wbat he had seen. Which
was his mpme'nt. He rose in the air
upon her like a leaptng-tiger- , clutch-
ing f her wrists and wresting the
dagger'from her.

He wiped the sweat from his face
and trembled 'while- - he slowly re-

covered himself. Meanwhile she
gazid upon him curiously iwitbout
fear.

They Came to Grips.-- .

"You are man of evI7t" hie
snarled "at her,-stil- l shaking with
rage; "a witch that' traffics with
the powers or darkness and all dev-
ilish things. Y,et are yoa woman,
born woman, and therefore 'mortal.
The weakness of mortality and of
woman is yours; wherefore I give
you now your choice of two things.
Ktther'you shalt.be thrown into the
whirl of water and perish, of

"Or?" she prompted.
"Or" . He paused. HeJted,Ma

dry lips and burst forth, Nol BT
the Mother of. God, Lam net afraii.
Or marry me this day, which is the
other choice.

"You would marry rae for myself,
or for the treasure?"

"For the treasure," he admttte
brazenly.

"But it is written In the.Book of
Life that I shall marry Francis," she
objected.

"When' will we rewrite that page
in the Book of Life?"

"As if it 'could 'bedoner she
laughed.

"Then I will prove your mortal-
ity there in the whirl whither I
shall fling you, as you flung-th- e

flowers."
Truly intrepid Torres was for

the time Iptrepid because of the
ancient drink, that burned in his
blood and brain, and because he
was master of the situation. Also,
like a true Latin-America- n, he
loved a scene wherein he could
strut and elocute.

(TO BE CONTINUED TOMOItBOW.)

DO YOU LIKE BOOKS?

"A Sample Case of Humor," by
Strickland W. GUlilan, Is packed
with clever, original fun. more
laughs to the square Inch than can
be found anywhere "else. It migfht
well be called a text book of
humor., for every kind is described
and illustrated with a typical Gfl-lil- an

story. GiUUan's humor is
sane, well balanced, and high grade.
It has a vital' relation to life, and
remains in the memory years-- after
it Is read. Real humor and pathoa
are not far apart, and the reader
who turns these pags w.lll occa-
sionally stop laughing to ponder
some choice bit of sentiment that
reaches the heart. Forbes and
Company, Chicago. Price, T1.25.
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